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His self-pity kept him from noticing how close she'd
sneaked. In one quick stroke, Julie swooped down with
the carbonized steel carving knife - and pinned the hem of
his smock to the floor. Cold iron, just I~ the book said!
Ignoring Charlie's outragedsqueals, she grabbed the box of
salt she'd left on the nearby counter and poured a circle
around the creature. "Shut up, or I'll sprinkle it on your
head." He wrapped himselfin a ball and fell silent. Great;
the salt works, too.
Hardeningher heart against his pleading expression, she
used a second butcher knife to force him into a gopher trap
she'd hidden under a pile of newspapers. The clerk at the
garden shop had assured her that the cage was made of steel.
"I ought to put you right back where Mistress Fletcher left
you. I still have that piece of paper with the Latin on it."
"No, anything but that," he whimpered.
Not only did Julie hate the idea of losing her free
cleaning service, she almost fcit sorry for the grotesque
being. "Don't you have any self-respect? Look at you! Do
you really want to spend the next however many centuries
as a slave to chemical addiction?"
"Give me another chance, Mistress. I'll mend my
ways."
Yeah, right. From what she'd read about the problem,
addicts would say anything to manipulate people. "Give
me your word of honor to do exactly what I tell you.•
According to the book on fairies, leprechauns and such
were absolutely bound by their promises. She hoped that
rule applied to brownies.
Charlie nodded with a show of pathetic eagerness.
•y cs, yes, you have my sworn word."
"Okay, but remember, if you break it, there's still the
cat. And I'm not about to trust you running around loose.
Too much temptation." She couldn't get rid of all the
liquor in the house; Tcd would really think she had a
problem if she went that far. After a moment's thought,
she said, "First off, you're living in that cage.• She cut off
his squawk of protest by raising the salt box over his head.
"I'll keep you in the attic where Smog and the kids won't
find you." Neither would Ted, who never bothered with
the attic unless she drafted him to carry up heavy items.
"You'll get a bowl of milk every night - more than you got
when you were trapped inside the wall. I'll let you out
once a week to clean up, and if you behave yourself, maybe
I'll add a shot of brandy to your supper that night." She
knew he ought to quit cold turkey, but she suspected he
would rebel at that degree of strictness.
"You're a hard woman," he grumbled. "Almost as bad
as the witch."
"If you're good, I might even let you watch TV sometimes. That's the deal. Take it, or out into the cold, cruel
world you go."
Folding his arms, he bared his teeth at her.
"Think about it. You expect to find another home?
How many people do you think will feed a brownie these
days? If they decide you're not a hallucination, they'll
probably call an exterminator or turn you over to a gov-

ernment lab.•
"I'll take your - deal," he said, still scowling.
"Your promise? You'll obey my orders and return to
the cage when you're told?"
"Aye, you have my promise."
"Wonderful.• Julie put the knives and the salt away,
then poured the brownie a cup of milk. "Drink up. I'll
bet malnutrition is part of your problem. You'll see, in the
long run this will be for your own good.•
And to make sure Charlie got the full benefit of the new
agreement, she bought an hour-long videotape on overcoming chemical dependency, which she made him watch
every Monday after he finished his chores.
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ftMBER
by CorrineDeWinter
Gather honey, coriander
and charms
for the wide eyed
sleepless child.
I will keep the wolf
from the door,
the trees from beckoning
to you
on restlessnights,
the witches from consoling
and bargaining
for earthly secrets,
the seven seas
from swallowing you.
Wonderland trembles
for one so little,
but sleep sound
on the half shell
of dreams,
no gypsy shall win you
with a riddle.
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